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HALEY H A C H
Su d d e n l y  Y e l l o w
S m i l e y  was th is  g r i m y  k i d  I knew.  H e  was fa m o u s  in the  n e i g h b o r ­
h o o d  f o r  h a v i n g  o n l y  one  tes t ic le,  and  he l i ved  in  a d a r k ,  neg lec ted 
house on the  lake.  T h e  n e v e r - m o w e d  grass g rew  so h ig h  i t  w e n t  
past embar ra ss ing .  I r e m e m b e r  w a l k i n g  past h is house o n l y  to  f i n d  
m y s e l f  s t a n d i n g  there ,  los t ,  s ta r i n g  at h o w  b e a u t i f u l l y  the  grass 
m ov e d  u n t i l  I saw a pale face g l a r i n g  in the  w i n d o w  and I d a r te d  
away.
S m i l e y  k i l l e d  t h i n g s  in h o r r i b l e  ways. W e  al l  c l a im e d  we 
hated h i m ,  b u t — shame  on  m e — 1 a d m i t  I was fasc i na ted w i t h  h im .  
H e  was i n t e r e s t i n g .  H e  had been a b a n d o n e d  by  his fa ther .  H e  l i ved 
w i t h  his m o t h e r ,  a b a w d y  c m e r g e n c y - r o o m  nurse.  She had shocks 
o f  w h i t e  h a i r  w h i c h  sp ra ng  o u t  a m o n g s t  the  d a r k  and  her  eyes were 
mean .  You d i d  n o t  w a n t  those eyes t r a i n e d  on yo u .  You d i d  n o t  go 
over  there.  S o m e t im e s  yo u  c o u l d  hear her  vo ice  echo o u t  o f  th a t  
d a r k  house in ways th a t  made the  rest o f  the  n e i g h b o r h o o d  seem 
b la n d  and safe, t h o u g h  i t  was ne i th er .
A l so  in the  house there  was a m u t e  Russ ian g r a n d m o t h e r  
and Smi ley 's  teenage sister,  H ea th e r .  I here was a l o t  to  say a b o u t  
H e a th e r ,  too .  H e a t h e r  was a su b je c t  in  hersel f .  She was an o p e n -  
m o u t h e d ,  b o y - h i p p e d  s lu t .  So we had heard .  She ta lked  a b o u t  I he 
Exorcist a l i t t l e  t o o  m u c h  and  passed o u t  c i gare t tes  to  the  k ids .
S m i l e y  had a d u l t - l o o k i n g  teeth  as a boy,  w h i c h  m i g h t  have 
been pa r t  o f  h is c h a r m  ( a l t h o u g h  H e a t h e r  d i d  t o o ) ,  and  he w a lk e d  
d o w n  the  m i d d l e  o f  t he  s treet  l i k e  a c o w b oy ,  w h i c h  m i g h t  have 
been m ore .  H e  made a s l u r p i n g  so u n d  o u t  one  c o r n e r  o f  his m o u t h  
a f te r  he said s o m e t h i n g  f u n n y  and  fo r  me i t  w o r k e d .
T h e  rest o f  us w a l k e d  a r o u n d  l i k e  there  were  cameras p o i n t ­
ed at us— cameras,  a du l t s  o r  maybe  G o d ,  s o m e t h i n g  th a t  was aware  
o f  w h a t  we were  d o i n g  at al l  t im es.  I r e m e m b e r  b e in g  embarrassed 
to  use the  b a t h r o o m ,  fe l t  fo o l i s h  s i t t i n g  there  w i t h  t o i l e t  paper  in 
m y  h an d .  B u t  S m i l e y  was t o t a l l y  a lone ,  and  i t  set h i m  apar t  f r o m  
the rest o f  us. We  were the  n e i g h b o r  k ids  and i t  was an i d e n t i t y  we
h a d n ’t even known we shared.  We shared it unt i l  it was over.
My best f riend Ashley was red-faced, needy and  prone  to 
embarra ss ing displays of em ot ion .  We were only friends because 
she lived two houses  down and  because it was expected o f  us. O u r  
m others  told us to make nice. Ashley and 1 got  chicken pox at the 
same t ime and  our  mothers  decided  we could come ou t  o f  q u a r ­
a n t ine  to play with one another .  I rem em ber  being relieved o f  my 
boredom  bu t  the m o m e n t  we were alone she spread her legs and 
pul led her unde rw ear  aside, l augh ing uproariously.  1 realized then 
I hated her. Her  m o the r  made  us macaroni  and  cheese from a box 
and  lit tle Jei l -O desserts in the shape o f  g ingerbread  men.  I d i d n ’t 
unde rs t and  why som eone  would do that .  Ashley mangled  hers and 
sucked it up th rough  a straw.
She told me Smiley shaved his g r a n d m o t h e r ’s eyebrows off  
as she na pped  in the sun and I f igured:  I migh t  as well believe 
that .
Smiley wore white  socks on his hands  when it was cold,  
t r i ck-or- t rea ted w i th o u t  a cos tume,  and as I have m en t io n e d ,  had 
the legendary single testicle. 1 d o n ’t know how everyone knew that  
but  if asked he would adm i t  it wi th  a savage arrogance:  So what? 
What have you got, asshole? A stupid  fucking mother, that's what.
His secrets were publ ic  and  it was d ifferent  than  so many  o f  
the rest of us, who worked  carefully to keep ou r  s tu f f  h idden .  We 
were given social luxuries  he wasn't.
And cer ta inly some of us needed  our  privacy. Joanne  
developed breasts early bu t  it was m uch  worse than that .  Really 
what  it was was that  her nipples  puffed ou t  red and  sh iny and  
de fo rm ed- look ing .  If the boys had known a bou t  it, she would 
have been ruined .  Geoff  s m o th e r  was an alcohol ic .  She was from 
a genteel  family in Arkansas;  h id ing  it was what  she did. Indeed,  
the whole family rallied toge ther  to keep it pr ivate.  W in n ie  M c ­
Intosh destroyed her six-year old s on ’s desire to wear  eye-shadow
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a n d  l i p s t i c k — a n d  he  real ly,  rea l ly  w a n t e d  t o — by h u m i l i a t i n g  h i m  
b e f o r e  he  eve r  h a d  t h e  c h a n c e  to  be  seen  o n  t h e  s t r e e t s  l ike  t h a t .
I iny  M a r j o r i e  L i o n e l ,  m o t h e r  o f  n a s t y - m o u t h e d  t w i n  boys ,  Pe te  
a n d  Pom,  h a d  h e r  d o g s  s t u f f e d  a f t e r  t h e y  d i e d ,  a n d  a r r a n g e d  t h e m  
to  s ta r e  o u t  t h e  f r o n t  w i n d o w s  o f  h e r  sm a l l  w e l l - m a i n t a i n e d  h o u s e .
I he  S w e d i s h  W i d o w  G e r d y  I n g e g a r d  a te  d i r t  f r o m  h e r  g a r d e n .
L o o k i n g  b a c k  I d o n t  k n o w  w'hat  we  w e re  all a f r a i d  of,  
a n d  it feels n e a r l y  i m p o s s i b l e  t o  say t h a t  t h a t ’s h o w  w e  were :  W e  
all p r e t e n d e d  we  d i d n ’t know'  ea c h  o t h e r ’s se c re t s .  As a p h e n o m ­
e n o n ,  it f a s c i n a t e s  m e .  I he  t h i n g ,  t o o ,  is n o  o n e  h a d  a n y t h i n g  to 
be  a s h a m e d  of.  E r i c ’s m o t h e r  d i d n  t s h a v e  h e r  legs o r  h e r  a r m p i t s ,  
C h a r l e n e  w a n t e d  to  d i v o r c e  h e r  h u s b a n d  a n d  m o v e  b a c k  to  A s p e n ,  
b u t  so w h a t ?  L e a n n ’s m o t h e r  was  an  a n o r e x i c  a n d  h e r  f a t h e r  was 
a m i n i s t e r ,  wdio l o o k e d  t h e  o t h e r  w a y  e v e n  as sh e  c a m e  o u t  o f  t h e  
b a t h r o o m  w i t h  t i d y  c u t s  u p  a n d  d o w n  h e r  a r m s ,  s a y i n g  s h e  w'ill 
never ,  ev e r  ea t  a g a i n ,  a n d  L e a n n  c h i m e d  in,  m e  t o o ,  d a d d y ,  m e  too .
I s l e p t  in a c le a n  r o o m  w i t h  c l e a n  s h e e t s  s u r r o u n d e d  by  toys  
I b e l i e v e d  love d  me .  I was  a n e r v o u s  gir l  a n d  w h i l e  it was  s o m e ­
t h i n g  I k n e w  a b o u t  m yse l f ,  1 d i d  n o t  k n o w  w'hat  to  d o  w i t h  it. I 
was  a f i n g e r - c h e w e r ,  i m a g i n a t i v e  to  a f au l t .
W e  l ived  o n  t h e  f r o n t  r a n g e  o f  C o l o r a d o .  T h e  t o w n  was  
sm a l l  a n d  f la t ,  d u l l  a n d  p e r h a p s  s o m e w h a t  u n o r i g i n a l  b u t  we  w e re  
s i l h o u e t t e d  by  t h e  R o c k y  M o u n t a i n s  w h i c h  w e re  s u p p o s e d l y  i n c r e d ­
ible  b u t  1 t h i n k  t h e y  w e r e  m o r e  o r  less i n v is ib l e  to  me.
1 was  t e n  ye ar s  o l d  for  w h a t  s e e m e d  l ike  a very,  ve ry  l o n g  
t i m e .  I r e m e m b e r  o n e  w h i t e  fo g g y  m o r n i n g  we  all w a i t e d  for  t h e  
s c h o o l  b u s .  I he  a i r  was  co o l  a n d  st i l l .  It m u s t ’ve b e e n  e a r ly  fall.
T h e  a i r  was  so s w o l l e n  w i t h  m o i s t u r e  t h a t  t h e  b i r d c a l l s  s t a y e d  
t r a p p e d  u p  in t h e  t rees.  I r e m e m b e r  s t a n d i n g  t h e r e  a n d  w a i t i n g  for  
t h e  s o u n d  to  c o m e  d o w n  b u t  it d i d n ’t. Ashley ,  h e r  b o r i n g  b r o t h e r  
Sau l ,  d e v o u t  l i t t l e  I c e n a  a n d  h e r  s is ter ,  Rose ,  K i n g  G e o r g i e ,  Jo e ,  
m y  n e a r - t w i n  b r o t h e r ,  S m i l e y  a n d  m e  w e r e  s t a n d i n g  at t h e  s ide
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o f  the road,  a huge alfalfa field b e h in d  us. It was ou r  des igna ted 
bus s top.  O u r  bus dr iver  was Wilber .  He  had a heavy beard and  a 
leather  vest, his T-sh ir t  t ight  over  his j iggl ing belly. We ran into 
the wet  alfalfa fields as we wai ted  for him.  O n  tha t  whi te  m orn ing ,  
we all ran ou t  and  I found  myse lf  lost. I lost my sense o f  t ime.  I 
was d ream ing .  I spun  in circles and  l is tened to myse lf  brea the,  the 
white  everywhere.  I g r inned  and  danced ,  e n c h a n te d  by the great  
br ight  whiteness .
I'd never  been e n c h a n te d  qu i te  like this.  As soon as I 
heard the brakes o f  the bus and  saw the f lashing yel low lights peek 
th rough ,  I knew it was too late. I felt a kick o f  panic.  I walked 
th rough  the fog and  found  Smiley, s i t t ing  on a tuf t  o f  alfalfa. He 
was c lapping.
“T h e  bus left us ,” he said.
“ H ow  is that  possible?” I said.
He laughed.  “Le t ’s wa lk ,” he said. He let ou t  a measured 
smile  and  tossed a s tone  back and  for th .
“ Walk!” I said. “ But  school  is miles f rom here!”
“Yeah, he said. “T h a t ’s why we ride the bus. But so what?  
W h a t  else do you have to do today?”
O f f  he went ,  and  o f f  I followed,  deeper  into the field, into 
the g l is t ening  pure fog. We walked side by side, he tossing his 
s tone,  cha t t in g .  I didn ' t  say any th ing .  I c o u l d n ’t shake my am aze ­
m en t  of the m o m e n t .  I felt dangerous ,  unsu re  o f  myself.  Smiley 
seemed to enjoy himself . His face was relaxed; he was laughing.  
Life was good for him.
I t r ied to r em ind  myself wha t  I’d seen him do to fish last 
s umm er:  nailed them  alive to ho t  boards ,  pul led off thei r  fins, 
left them to die because he ’d go t ten  bored  o f  t o r t u r i n g  them .  He 
shaved o f f  his g r a n d m o t h e r ’s eyebrows. His sister was a slut.
W h e n  the field ended  we ro u n d e d  Bard Lake and  went  
th rough  a ne ig h b o rh o o d  of new houses . T h e y  were nearly  all the
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sam e hou se ,  the  sam e  thr ee  co lo rs  a n d  the  yards  were  p l a n t e d  wi th  
l i t t le t rees  w h ich  looked  l ike sadness  to me.  A y o u n g c r - t h a n - s c h o o l  
age kid was in his d r i vew ay  w i th  chalk ,  m a k i n g  c r u d e  d ra w in g s  o f  
peop le  p o o p i n g .
“ P o o p . ’’ the  k id said an d  me a n d  Smiley laughed  b u t  the  
' kid,  ser ious ,  d id  n o t  jo in  in. “ P o o p , ’’ he said,  so l em n ,  an d  his 
m o t h e r  ca lled h im  in.
1 saw a w o m a n  a co u p le  houses  d o w n  exerc i s ing at her  f r ont  
w in d o w ,  j u m p i n g  an d  p u m p i n g  her  arms.
We crossed at  an i n t e r s e c t io n  I d been in h u n d r e d s  o f  t imes  
b u t  never  on foot .  I was in a new worl d .  I wasn' t  used to cars pass­
ing by me;  I was used to b e in g  safe ins ide  t h e m .
We w en t  t h r o u g h  the  g ra v ey a r d — so m e  de ad  kid m u s t ’ve 
had  a b i r t h d a y  a n n iv e r s a ry  because  there  were b a l lo o n s  at a newcr-  
l o o k i n g  grave an d  Smiley reached  for o n e  an d  p o p p e d  it w i t h o u t  
s l ow ing  d o w n .  “A w h o le  b u n c h  o f  dead p e o p le , ” he said,  as t h o u g h  
he were m a k i n g  fun o f  t h e m .
A car de a le r sh ip  m ad e  way to the  back p l a y g ro u n d  o f  o u r  
e l e m e n ta r y  scho ol .  T h e r e  it was.  I saw the  seven hu ge  c o t t o n w o o d  
t rees I avo ided  in the  s u m m e r  bec ause  o f t e n t i m e s  in the  heat  the  
b r a n ch es  were  c r a w l in g  wi th  f leshy ca te rp i l la rs  t h a t  smel l ed  bad.
By now  the  fog was long  gon e.  I d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t  t im e  it was.  We 
w en t  a r o u n d  the  school  the  long  way. Kids  in c l a ss rooms  saw us 
an d  p o i n t e d ,  o p e n - m o u t h e d .
Smiley o p e n e d  the  f r on t  d o o r  for me.  H e  swaggered  in to  
the  off ice a n d  spoke  to the  secretary ,  his p a lm s  flat on  her  desk.
H e  lo oked  her  squa re l y  in her  face. I he secretary,  Miss  Louisa,  
had d i m p le s  an d  seem ed  help les s— We had walked  to scho ol ,  she 
w a n te d  to know?  We missed the  bus  an d  just  dec id e d  to walk here?
I d i d n ’t say a n y t h i n g  except  to agree w i th  S m i l ey ’s story.
“T h a t ’s w h a t  h a p p e n e d ,  I said.  “ W i l b e r  d i d n ’t wait .
We were  to ld  to get to o u r  c l ass ro oms.  I w a n te d  to k n o w  if
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m y m o t h e r  w o u ld  be ca lled b u t  I c o u l d n ’t ask in f r on t  of  s o m e o n e  
w h o  d i d n ’t care o n e  way or  the  o ther .
O u t s i d e  the  cafeter ia  he t u r n e d  on his heel an d  smiled .
“See y o u , ’’ he said.  “T h a t  was f u n . ’’
It hadn ' t  occ u r re d  to me th a t  fun was a pa r t  of this,  b u t  as a 
m a t t e r  of fact,  it was,  a n d — a b o n u s — we were heroes  for a day.
T h a t  next  s u m m e r  I ’d hea rd  he c a u g h t  a rob in  a n d  t ied its 
legs to a long s t r ing .  H e let it fly away like a kite.  As the  s t r i ng  
t i g h te n ed ,  he r i pped  its legs off. The bi rd  flew away legless, s p l a t ­
t er ing a trail o f  b lood  t h ro u g h  o u r  h ap p y  n e i g h b o r h o o d .  R u m o r  
has it t ha t  W i n n i e  M ac in t o s h  was m o w i n g  her  lawn in her silver 
s t r i ng  bik in i ,  an d  was sp lashed  wi th  h o t  b lo o d  all over  her  ar ti ficial  
breasts.
I d o n ’t know  if it ac tua l ly  h a p p e n e d  or  not .  T h e  n e i g h b o r ­
h o o d  boys swore  it was t rue .  N o  o n e  was brave  e n o u g h  to c o n f r o n t  
W i n n i e  M ac in to s h .
C h i l d h o o d  gal loped  on,  goofily,  hungr i ly .  1 was a s h a m e d  
o f  mysel f a lot of the  t im e  for th ings  I p r o b a b ly  d i d n ’t do.  I h a d n ’t 
yet  co m e  o u t  of my shell ,  b u t  I was s t a r t i n g  to get the  sense t h a t  
there  w o u ld  be an en d  to it. T h e r e  was no longe r  c o m f o r t  in th ings  
the  way I h o p e d  there  w o u ld  be. F o u r th  grade  t u r n e d  in to  fifth 
an d  then  s ix th.  Smiley  en t e r ed  j u n i o r  h igh a year befo re  I d id .  He 
had his own  circles.  He was on a d i f f e ren t  bus . I saw h im  ge t t i n g  
mail on ce  an d  there  I was, as usual ,  w a lk in g  my m o t h e r ’s dog.  He 
look ed  at me b u t  gave me n o t h i n g .  H u r t ,  I looked d o w n  at the  dog  
and  saw it had b r i gh t  bows in its ears an d  t h o u g h t :  T h a t ’s why  he 
d i d n ’t wave at me.  T h a n k s ,  M o m .
All the  n e ig h b o r  kids,  i n c lu d in g  myself,  were p r o u d  no t  
to need each o t h e r  a n y m o re .  I f inal ly got  away f rom Ashley. T h e r e  
were no forced play -da tes  wi th  d ev o u t  l i tt le  Ieena  or  her  t r e m b l i n g  
baby sister. No m o r e  n e i g h b o r h o o d  picnics.  No m o re  w a te r- sk i ing  
at the  lake w he re  my m o t h e r  lost  her  e n g a g e m e n t  r ing.  We had
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e n te r ed  in to  a t i m e  tha t  we d on ' t  k n o w  h o w  we got  o u t  o f — sev­
en th  grade ,  e ig h th .  I r e m e m b e r  in h igh schoo l  Smi ley  wore  a fake 
l ea the r  jacket  a n d  had long  fe a the ry  hair.  He was s o m e w h a t  p o p u ­
lar. H e  was h a n d s o m e  an d  he still s l u rp ed  w h en  he said s o m e t h i n g  
funny.  His  s is ter  H e a t h e r  was c a u g h t  s t ea l ing s o m e t h i n g  o f  value  
s o m e w h e re ,  a n d  th e n  she  got  p r e g n a n t  an d  d i s ap p ea red ,  or  she got  
m a r r ie d  an d  the  Russ ian  g r a n d m o t h e r  w en t  to a n u r s i n g  h o m e ,  or 
she d ied .  N o b o d y  really knows.
At so m e  p o i n t  Smi ley  moved  o u t  o f  the  n e i g h b o r h o o d ,  b u t  
I d o n ’t k n o w  exact ly  w h e n .  1 r e m e m b e r  d r iv in g  by his house  wi th  
my fa th e r  on ce  an d  it was s u d d e n l y  yellow. 1 he grass was m o w e d  
an d  th e re  was a m an  s t a n d i n g  there ,  l o o k in g  o u t  at us, waving .
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